her                                        for a             a

"He         a                       of liumor/9 she

"Nothing ever                     so diverting to

as              Pope In Ms nightshirt."

on          far-away                      the rosy battle-

of the embers, "Poor            she said; then she

quietly ? "I             a valse with         In Baltimore

in ^58/9 and her voice                         stil as

In the dust*

But the door was closed                       light

through the colored panes was richly solemn. To Bay-
left was his grandson^s room, the room In which
his grandson's wife and her child had died last October.
He stood beside this door for a moment^ then he
It quietly* The blinds were closed and the room had
that breathless tranquillity of unoccupatlon^ and he
closed the door and tramped on with that heavy-footed
obliviousness of the deaf and entered Ms own bedroom
and crashed the door behind him^ as was his way of
shutting a door.

He sat down and removed Ms shoes5 the          that

to his measure twice a year by a St. Louis
houses In Ms stockings he went to the window and
looked down upon Ms saddled         tethered to a mul-

berry tree In the back yard and a negro lad lean as a
houndf richly static beside it. From the kitchen, In-
visible from this window, Elnora^s            minor ebbed
flowed^ unheard by Bayard^ upon the lazy scene*

He crossed to the closet and drew out a pair of
scarred riding-boots and stamped into them and took
a cigar from the humidor on his night table^ and he
stood for a time with the cold cigar between his teeth*
Through the cloth of his pocket Ms                touched
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